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fed them. They could say nothing against the Germans. And, Joe
added naively, the Germans said, whenever they gave them any-
thing to eat, "You see, Fran$aisy how good we are to you; we're
not your enemies, the English got you into this war. Take this
crumb, too, and see how good we are to you.'1
"You see, sir," said Joe in conclusion, "I'm a simple man and I
believed what die newspapers told me. I believed in the invin-
cibility of our army. I believed the Germans cut oil' hands and poked
out eyes, had no petrol and their tanks were of cardboard. And,
of course, I believed only a small minority was with Hitler. Then
a united nation beat us in a few weeks and fed us on the road where
we were, because our government ran away, left chaos behind and
deserted us completely. How could I ever believe in the Republic
again? Why shouldn't I listen to the Germans ? They, at least, have
shown us they could achieve something. And you, the linglish?
It's all your fault. For twenty years you helped (he Germans.
Whenever we wanted to take drastic measures you stopped us.
When Weygand wanted to march into the Khinehmd in '36 he
only asked for six divisions; you stopped him. Now they're here
and we must make the best of it."
"Come, Joe," I said, "had there been an energetic government in
France and had it listened to Weygand, do you suppose the Home
Fleet would have shelled Palais?" That was the only answer I could
think of. It was lame in a way but the best in the circumstances,
1 knew better than Joe those who believed that Germany was saving
the world from Communism, and in giving her a square deal; and
those who disarmed and those who were the peacemakers. Tm the
last man, Joe, to defend the h'nglish politicians of the last; ten years,
but you must admit that Churchill and a few understood better
than anybody else the German danger.*'
Joe brushed that aside. "Never mind, it's the fault of linglancl.
Power politics, Continental balance. A German officer told me
that this morning. It's quite true." And once more in my life I
marvelled at Continentals investing linglish politicians with much
more astuteness than they possessed. But it came home to me that
perfide Albion, was on the map again. I argued fur some time with
Joe, but there was nothing doing with him. When f asked him
who went in for Eastern European entanglements, J-rancc or
England, he got irritated, and more or less told me to stop speaking
of such matters.
"Don't upset things more than they are already upset," he
said quite angrily. 1 made the mental comment that I must go
warily. Frenchmen weren't in the mood to hear the truth. It